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NURSE: \Horror-struck.} Mrs. Tabret! It's impossible! How
dreadful!

LICONDA: Millie! Millie! What are you going to tell us?

MRS. TABRET: I went into the bathroom and climbed on the
chair and got the bottle of chloralin. I took five tabloids,
as you know, Nurse Way land, and I dissolved them in a
glass of water. I took it in to Maurice and he drank it at a
gulp. But it was bitter; he mentioned it, and I suppose
that's why he left a little at the bottom of the glass. I sat
by the side of his bed holding his hand till he fell asleep,
and when I withdrew my hand I knew it was a sleep from
which he would never awake. He dreamed his dream to
the end.

STELLA: [Taking her in her arms.} Oh, Mother, Mother.
What have you done? And what will be the end of this?
Oh, I'm so terrified.

MRS. TABRET: [Gently rekasingberself.] My dear, don't bother
about me. What I did I did deliberately and I am quite
ready to put up with the consequences. I do not seek to
shirk them.

STELLA: It's my fault. It's my weakness. How can I ever
forgive myself? What have I done?

MRS. TABRET: You mustn't be silly and sentimental. You
love Colin and Colin loves you. You mustn't think about
me nor distress yourselves at what happens to me. You
must go away and in America you can marry and have
your child and you must forget the past and the dead.
For you are young and the young have a right to life and
the future belongs to them.

COLIN: Mother, darling. Oh, Mother, you make me so
ashamed.

MRS. TABRET: My son, I love you, too,   I have your

happiness very much at heart.
LICONDA: Millie. My dear, dear Millie.
MRS. TABRET: \Witb a slightly grim smile.} Well, Nurse Way-